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ings, will perhaps find their account in the song, which never before appeared in print:
My love was fickle once and changing,
Nor e'er would settle in my heart; From beauty still to beauty ranging,
In every face I found a dart.
'Twas first a charming shape enslaved me ;
An eye then gave the fatal stroke : 'Till by her wit Corinna saved me,
And all ray former fetters broke.
But now a long and lasting anguish
For Belvidera I endure ; Hourly I sigh and hourly languish,
Nor hope to find the wonted cure.
For here the false inconstant lover,
After a thousand beauties shown, Does new surprising charms discover,
And finds variety in one.
"Various Readings
Stanza the first, verse the first: And changing. The and in some manuscripts is written thus &, but that in the Cotton Library writes it in three distinct letters.
Verse the second : Nor e'er would. Aldus reads it ever would; but as this would hurt the metre we have restored it to its genuine reading, by observing that syraenesis which had been neglected by ignorant transcribers.
Ibid : In my heart. Scaliger and others, on my heart.
Verse the fourth : J found a dart. The Vatican manuscript for I reads it, but this must have been the hallucination of the transcriber, who probably " mistook the dash of the I for a T.
Stanza the second, verse the second : The fatal stroke. Scioppius, Salmasius, and many others for the read a, but I have stuck to the usual reading.
Verse the third : 'Till by her wit. Some manuscripts have it his wit, others your, others their wit.